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marvels at the splendid return to health which a
summer on the Maine coast has wrought.
The world grows better and we are soon to see
blessed peace restored and a world court established
when, in the words of Burns:
"Man to man the world o'er
Shall brothers be for a* that/'
Thenceforth the strength that had served him so well
gradually failed. The war dragged on and Carnegie
ceased his hopeful predictions. Fate had not willed that
he should play the role of the Messiah of universal
peace. He gave way, occasionally, to moods of melan-
choly.
In 1916 he bought Shadow Brook, a magnificent
600-acre estate near Lenox, in the Berkshire hills. The
fifty-four room house of native gray stone was the sec-
ond largest private dwelling in America, being ex-
ceeded only by Mrs. George W. Vanderbilt's Biltmore
at Asheville, North Carolina. The view from the look-
out tower reminded Carnegie of Skibo. Often he sat
alone in the great music room, that could accommodate
five hundred guests, listening for hours to the organ.
The skirl of the pipes as usual preceded the family into
the dining room with its hunting scenes carved in oak
panels over the mantel.
Another severe attack of grip and influenza racked
Carnegie in 1917. He recovered partially but thereafter
was constantly attended by nurses. He had been a cen-
ter of public interest for so many years that his seclusion
was a cause of some comment. Occasionally people pass-
ing his town house noticed in the sunny garden on the
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